powerful galleys of twenty-eight baMcs, and in their wake followed four
, galliots and three round ships that would be in use as transports.
He^erceived that he was confronted with the Neapolitan squadron,
and it was not difficult to guess its destination. These were the
reinforcements summoned by Doria to enable him to force the trap in
which he held Dragut. The round ships would be conveying the land
forces he had requested for the purpose.
He did not know whether to laugh or groan as he thus explained to
Gianna the long line of vessels approaching, to the rhythmic flash and
sweep of the long oars.
"Our sailing at a venture has brought me home to my own fleet.
For I am still the Captain of Naples, and the half of those vessels are
my own property.'*
Ferruccio came bounding to the vestibule deck for orders.
"Take in sail, and stand hove to, the oars at the ready."
Ferruccio's whistle summoned the hands, sails were furled and
oars unlashed.
The capitana of Naples came steadily on, converging towards
them. At close quarters they saw a line of arquebus iers at her Jar-
board pavisade, and so understood the mistrust in which they were
being approached, as was natural, since they displayed no flag. At a
distance of a half-cable's length a hail came across the water. On the
poop of the Prospera, a portly gentleman in yellow, in whom Prospero
recognized Carbajal, made a trumpet of his hands.
"Ho there!   Who are you?"
The answer which the Spaniard received was the last he could hav«
expected.
"God save you, Don Alvero! This is the Captain of Naples,
Prospero Adorno."
XXIX.   THE RETURN
the long-boat that brought him alongside, Don Alvaro dc
Carbajal climbed, puffing and sweating in his clumsy haste, aboard the
Turkish galley. Surprise it was, as much as the exertion, that robbed
the portly Spaniard of his breath.
On the vestibule, where Prospero stood to meet him, Don Alvaro
struck an attitude.
"The Virgin and all the Saints sustain me ! Is it, indeed, you,
Don Prospero, flesh, blood and bones ?" He opened wide his arms
to swoop forward and engulf in them the Genoese. "Here to my heart,
my friend. This is a resurrection that will bring joy to many a mouni-
Hig heart,"
In the smother of that embrace, Prospero laughed, warmed by the
Spaniard's warmth.
"You reassure me," he said, as they fell apart again. "A return
from the dead is not always welcome.**
"Always for one who survives the noble death we were told that
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